LIKENESS

to make a detour in order to avoid a peculiarly evil-
smelling street, for every form of stench, of noise, of
garbage, of reek, of rudeness and of tumult afflicted his
mind as well as his body and wrought his soul up to the
pitch of murderous frenzy. Once, in Rome, some
friends took him to witness a bull-fight. He was utterly
nauseated by the spectacle, declaring: "I have no liking
for such bloody sports, they are relics of barbarism.5' His
tenderness of heart made him revolt at any lapse from
civilization. In an epoch of gross physical negligence, he
was a solitary hygienist and sought to bring into being
such cleanliness as he brought into his style as artist and
author. His more modern outlook, his more highly-
strung temperament, made him far outstrip his rougher,
thicker-skinned, iron-nerved contemporaries in matters of
hygiene and sanitation, thus anticipating the improve-
ments of a later day. His greatest dread was that he
should be attacked by the plague which was raging
throughout every land at that time, and causing terrible
havoc. If he learned that the disease was epidemic in a
region one hundred miles away, he shuddered with
apprehension and decamped panic-stricken no matter
whether the emperor had summoned him to a council
or the most attractive proposal had been made to him.
He felt personally humiliated if he found vermin upon
him, or pimples, or a boil. This excessive concern
regarding illness never left him all his life. Frank, as
every practical man is, he wras by no means ashamed of
avowing that he " trembled at the merest mention of
death," for, like all those who are good workers and enjoy
the work they do, he was exasperated when some petty
ailment came to hinder him; and precisely because he
knew his own weaknesses very well indeed, he took every
precaution lest his frail body should betray him. He
shunned too generous hospitality, was specially attentive
to cleanliness, saw to it that his food was carefully pre-
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